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Prologue

Awakening, 1980

Until the last of her days, Marisa Ansaldo would always retain a vivid memory of that awakening in early August.

As if it had all happened only yesterday, in her recollection she would see herself again as she plunged her face into the cold water cupped in her hands, shivering with relief. That morning, the air was still. Past the open window, beyond the beach, the sea was silent. While the sunlight progressed across the majolica tiles of the bathroom, she had brushed her hair slowly, taking in with a touch of vanity the success of her new hair colour, almost identical to the golden brown of her youth. Then, without bitterness, she had let her gaze wander over the signs of her years, which were now nearing fifty.

She was in the habit of getting up early even during her holidays at the beach house. She savoured those moments all for herself, in silence, then carried out the string of actions, always the same, that ended in the ritual coffee with which she would wake up her husband.

That day, however, as she tied her light dressing gown around her waist, she had caught Stelvio’s reflection in the wardrobe mirror. He was still in their bed, soundly asleep and covered in sweat. Though it had been a while, she had had a naughty thought. Their desire for each other was no longer what it used to be, but they excused the numbness of their senses by their constant tiredness, their daughter’s always being at home, and Marisa’s mother’s ever-watchful eye making them shy. She had turned around slowly and in the half-light of the room she had felt the urge to softly touch his naked chest, to stroke his bristly beard. Maybe it was because of the holiday which was only just beginning, or because of that silence thick with intimacy, that a tingling craving for his wiry kisses had pushed to her lips, and a pleasant heat had spread between her thighs.

Passion, as impatient as it once was, had made its appearance.

But at that moment, through the door left ajar, Marisa had heard her mother Letizia dragging her feet along the corridor. So she had smiled to herself, resigned to the missed opportunity, and left the room, casting a glance full of affection towards her husband.

That was the last time Marisa Ansaldo ever felt sensual desire.

The last awakening of the life from before.
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